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A pleaſant new Ballad to look ipod, Bow Maul deals w. th every mal. 
V As Mault is a Gentlemen, Uut part without the rerkoning pot, 

' VT and hath been ſi:ice the wozlö began; and found his ſtomack ſick fir. 
J never in my life knew any man, The Taylo2 came to grind his ears, . 


could match with maſter Mault ſir, And ſhews to Mault what ſpleen he bears, 


I never knew any match Mult but once, Eut ſoon they fell together by the ears; 


The Piller with his grinding ſtones, and ſoreeach other ſtruck fir. 

He pul'd his fleſh from off his bones, And when his pꝛelling Jron was hot, 

 younerer {aw the like ſir. bt peſſed a board inſtead ok a toat, 

Mault, Mault, thou art a flower, And ſailed home in a Feather⸗ bed⸗ boat, 

Beloved right well in every Bower. J K 

Chou canſt not be mialing one half hour, The Tinker walking round the pan, (tan 
you never, &c. But Mault much feared his beer⸗mouthd 

Jop laping the fbnes lo cloſe, Thongh he had conquer d mgny a man, 


Mau t gave the Piller s Copper-noſe, and lad him in the dikefir. 
Daying thou and J will never be foes, Pet was the Tinker gladly fain, 


but unto thee ile ftick fir, With Mault to have a bout 92 twain, 
Mault gave the Piller luth a blow, Cill he again was ſhot 1th bꝛain, 
That from his houſe he (ell full low, WM v 
Ve taught him his maſter Mault to know, Chen beſpake the Tinker anon, 
you never, &c. And laid he'd pꝛove himlelk a man, 
Dur Poftis maid was much to blame; And laid at Ma: lt till his legs were gone 
To tal Mault away from her Dame, you never, &c, _ | 
And in her belly hid the lame; The Saploꝛz he did curſe and ban, 
you never, &c. He bid the boy go tap the Can, 
Thit when the mault did wozk in her head Jle have a bout with Mault anon, 
Twite in a day ſhe would be ſped, you never, &. "IP 
At night che could not get to bed, Aboard they went to try the match, 
nor ſcarce ſtand on her feet fir. And long they plaſd at hope and catch, 
Chen t we in Paſter Smith, Zi:l Mault beſtow'd him under a hatch, 
Andſaid that Mault he was a thiefi you never, cr. 5 
but Mault gave him tuch a dach i th teeth, Then came a Chapman travelling by, 8 - 
you never, &c. <6 With cheapning long his thzoat was d2y,.. 
Foz when his Aron was hot and red, And at Paſter Mault did flye, 
He had luch an ach all in his head, ard furiouſly him ſtruck fir. 
His boon Comrades got him to bed, Till having laid at Mault apate, 
for he was very ſick fir, G:eat ſto2e of blood was in his face, 
The Carpenter came a piece ts (ſquare, And he was found in luch a caſe, 
And bid Mault tome if he dare, you never, & c. HD 
He'd twack his ides and belly bare, Tye Baſon tame an Oven fo make, 
and bim full ſo-ndly beat fir. _ The Byicklayer he his part did fake, 


to the fire he went we. warmd with chips They bound him to the good Ale⸗ſtabe, 
Mault hit him right betwirt the lips' vou rever, &c. 55 
And made him lame on both his hips, Then Mault began to tell his mind, 


vou rer er, &c. he 8 And ply'd them wich Ale, Beer, & Mine, 

Che Shoomaker fitting on his (eat, They left the Bzick-are, Trowel behind, 

At P fter Mault began to fret, they could not lay a brick ſir. 

He ſa.d ze would the lanave ſo beat, Then tame the Labozoz in his hood;  _ 

with his ſharp Spanish Kn fe fir. | And ſaw his two maltecs how they it00d; 

But Mult came peeping thꝛough the hall He took Mar er Mault by the hood, 

And did his bꝛains lo fiercely mall, and ſwore he would him ſtrike ſir. 

Be turned round and caught a kall, Mault he ran and foz fear did weep, 

you reer, &c. The Labözo he did skip and leap, . 
The Weaver ſitting in the Lom, Vut Mault made him into the Pozter to 
He thꝛeatned Mault a cruel doom, an there he fell a ſleep ſir. (leap, 
And make him to repuiſe the room 2 The Glover tame to buy a Skin, 
or throw him in a D. ke fir, _ _, Mavſthit him right above the chin, 

l her eat a Court ſoine Weavers kept, The Pewter⸗John came tumbling in, 

And to their Boſteſs boldlyſtept, you never, &c, = F 
Till charged with double pots they flept, And laid on heads, and arms, and joynts, 

vou never, &&r, | Took away gloves and a groſs of points, 
The Tinkcc took the Weavers part, and lwoze they'd pay him in quar ts & pints 
Such furious rage poſſeſt his beart, you nèver, &c. | 
He took the pot and d2ank a quart, Thus sf my ſong i'le make an end, 

his wits were very tipe ſir. , Aavpzay mp hoſt to be my friend 
Fo2 Mault the upper hand ſo get. Do give me fome dzink oꝛ money ta ſpend; 
Ve knewnothew to pay the ſhot, ._ tor Mit and I am quiet fir, 
Printed for F. Coles J. ert, F. Wrighr,and F. Clarks.” 
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